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APRIL. 


“ Mould its green cup, its wiry stem. 

Its fringed border nicely spin, 

And cut the gold embossed gem, 

That, set in silver, gleams within ? — 

“ Then fling it, unrestrained and free. 

O’er hill and dale and desert sod 5 
That man where’er he walks may see, 

At every step, the stamp of God.” 

Its rich disc of gold and white ray beautifully 
tinged with crimson, merits the name of the eye 
of day, it opens with the rising sun and closes 
when he sinks in the west. 

“ When smitten by the morning ray, 

I see thee rise alert and gay, 

Then cheerful flower my spirits play 
With kindred gladness. 

And when at dusk by dews depress’d. 

Thou sinks’t, the image of my rest, 

Hath often eased my pensive breast 
Of careful sadness.” 

The simple notice that the Daisy grows every- 
where, where pastures and meadows are to be 
met with, is perfectly sufficient to give it a high 
claim to our regard. It is named from Bellns, 
pretty. In France it is called Marguerite , a terra 
expressive of great beauty, from Margarita , a 
•pearl . 

Montgomery has penned the following excellent 
lines on it ; 


j. h. clark The Songs of the Seasons and Wild Flowers of the Monthi 


THE DAISY. 


tt r^re is a flower, a little flower. 

With silver crest and golden eye. 

That welcomes every changing hour, 

And weathers every sky. 

« The prouder beauties of the field, 

Tn gay, but quick succession shine, 

Race after race their honours yield, 

They flourish and decline, 

« But this small flower to nature dear, 
While moon and stars their courses run. 
Wreathes the whole circle of the year. 
Companion of the sun. 

« it smiles upon the lap of May, 

To sultry August spreads its charms, 
Lights pale November on its way, 

And twines December’s arms. 

« The purple heath, the golden broom, 

On moory mountains catch the gale. 
O’er lawns the lily sheds perfume. 

The violet in the vale. 

« But this bold flow’ret climbs the hill. 
Hides in the forest, haunts the glen, 
Plays on the margin of the rill. 

Peeps round the fox’s den. 

« Within the garden’s cultured round. 

It shares the sweet carnation bed. 

And blooms on consecrated ground 
In honour of the dead. 

** The lambkin crops its crimson gem. 

The wild bee murmurs on its breast. 
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